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  SOUTHERN LEGACIES BOOK 1: THE GHOST AND THE WOLF




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid March 2007




  A vision in white lures Yankee soldiers south to prison.




  Known as the Wolf, a Confederate officer scouts for Jefferson Davis.




  Can love keep the ghost and the wolf together?




  SOUTHERN LEGACIES BOOK 2: HIS LADY AVERY




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid May 2007




  Admiral James Logan is a Confederate blockade runner.




  Avery Barrett steals his heart.




  Will Yankees, past history and pirates keep him from his Lady Avery?




  SOUTHERN LEGACIES BOOK 3: WOUNDED HEARTS




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid June 2007




  Ann Rutledge lives on the border of the war between the North and South, her world torn apart.




  Justin Capwell comes to her rescue until a Yankee unit tries to break him.




  Can Ann save him as he saved her or will wounded hearts never mend?




  THE HALLS OF BUCHANNAN




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid August 2008




  Nick Buchannan finds Delaney Johnson, his life perfect.




  An invitation to England threatens to bring Nick down.




  Can he hold together long enough to save his wife and the halls of Buchannan?




  SOUTHERN LEGACIES BOOK 4: REDEMPTION IN BLOOD




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid October, 2008




  Wanted by the Yanks, Russell Steele does everything he can to undermine them while looking for the Southern salvation.




  Jordan Winthrop is the answer to his search.




  Will their love become redemption in blood?




  Dedication




  All my thanks goes to Chere


  for helping me out with this from the beginning.




  Prologue




  July, 1764




  Finian Lord sailed on a frigate to the colonies with his regiment from London. Reports of uprisings in the upstart youngster as those in government had taken to calling the British settlements in the newest acquisition to the crown’s holdings worried King George III. The distance between both worlds great, the king wanted to make sure things could be controlled before they got any more out of hand. Finn stood on deck, gazing at the sunset while trying to ignore the sounds of seasickness among the soldiers. The trip would last several days before they reached Philadelphia and Finn prayed he could survive it.




  Once they arrived and settled into their assignments, his regiment divided and patrolled the city streets. Petty criminals and beggars had been picked up and thrown into jail to await trial unless they could bargain their way out. Most didn’t and the dockets became even more overloaded than the jails, makeshift prisons common.




  On one patrol, Finn and his partner happened upon what appeared to be a huge cloaked man overpowering a smaller one in an apparent attempt to rob him. Rushing in, Finn discovered they should have ignored the alley and continued on their way. They met a monster who overpowered his victims—a man who appeared to have red eyes and a sinister appearance—one who threw his hapless victim to the ground, ignoring the dead in favor of the living.




  They fought with him, Finn using the butt of his gun stock to try to distract the man from his partner, only Finn’s efforts failed. His partner lay dead next to the other victim, both white as if drained of blood—scared to death. Terrified, Finn made the mistake of looking into the man’s eyes, hypnotized by the glow in them. Unable to fight the man, Finn dropped his rifle, frozen in the presence of his enemy. His mind raced, the only part of his body not affected.




  “Hear me, little man,” the powerful voice said. “You are mine now. When I’m through with you, you will enjoy my power and serve your master.”




  The words burned into him, Finn unable to understand their meaning until he saw the truth of what he’d been told. Bared fangs came at him, Finn frozen instead of trying to fight off the man’s advance or escaping. Something strong continued to hold him in place, bending him to the will of the other man. White light seared his mind the moment he felt two stinging pains at the base of his neck. Terror raced through him as childhood legends came back to him.




  No, this isn’t real.




  It’s as real as it gets, little man.




  The man spoke to him in thought, overpowering him while slicing through his sanity.




  Finn felt his life drain from him before the man broke contact and forced him to drink from a gash across his wrist.




  “Drink in order to live, youngling.”




  Compelled to helplessly obey, Finn drank. Heat seared through him as new life filled him. He felt empty once his master broke contact and sealed their wounds.




  “You are mine now,” he repeated. “Come…”




  Entranced, Finn helplessly followed the man to a stately house overlooking the Schuylkill River but, in his sedated state, Finn didn’t take notice of anything other than following his master. They entered a room without windows, one chilly even with the small fireplace warming it.




  “The sun never enters here. This is where you’ll sleep—safe and unharmed during the day. I will train you and you will serve me and only me. You no longer serve the crown or England—only me.”




  Unable to argue, Finn nodded before going to what would have been a window seat had there been any windows. As compelled, he stretched out and stared at the ceiling until his master closed Finn’s eyes and bade him to sleep.




  “Your change will come upon you within two days. Let it happen and you won’t suffer. Fight it and endure things no legend has ever spoken of.”




  “Yes, Master.”




  The words finally came out, his brain no longer his. He’d become a slave to a man who embodied one thing he’d feared all his young life—vampire.




  * * * *




  Finn’s master trained his youngling as he’d sworn he would. Willing or not, he accepted his new life—Finian Lord had no choice. His master used Finn’s fear of word getting back to his regiment about his desertion, knowing from his thoughts that Finn did not want to be labeled as cowardly for leaving his partner to die then disappearing. Hanging this fear over him, his master knew Finn would obey his wishes no matter what. Leverage always worked well when used to its fullest advantage—a lesson Finian Lord would one day learn and become adept at.




  Over the coming months, Finn went with his master and acted the part of the man’s valet. They went to public places, Finn subconsciously dreading what would happen if someone he once knew recognized him, though strangely no one ever did. When they would leave to head back to his master’s lair, they’d follow a circuitous route of back alleys where Finn learned to feed his hunger.




  Initially, Finn had tried fighting the disgusting urge to drink another’s blood but the gut-wrenching pain finally wore him into the submission his master craved. Once he begged to feed, he learned how to at various levels—moderately if he wanted to feast again or fatally if he didn’t care.




  At first, he didn’t care. Several unexplained deaths stumped the local authorities. In a way, Finn hoped he’d be found, his undead life put to an end though his master refused to allow this. In order to get through to Finn, his master forced him to feel intense hunger by locking him in a different cell than the room he’d slept in since the first night.




  “Who the bloody hell are you?” Finn screamed, doubled over in extreme pain.




  “Your master.”




  “You have to have a name.”




  “I do.”




  “Tell me, please, Master…” Finn begged.




  “Edwin Maris,” the man calmly stated.




  Finn cringed.




  “You can’t be… Edwin Maris died a legend.”




  “The story spun by the man who turned me into this.”




  Finn quickly remembered the exploits of the man who stood before him. Naval hero, sitting judge, outspoken member of Parliament—no way could the monster who stood before him be the Edwin Maris. His body had been found in the Thames, no cause for his death ever confirmed.




  “Oh, but I am, little man,” Maris said. “My master came upon me when I mourned the death of a close family member, using my weakness against me.”




  “But they found you…”




  “A homeless man he drained in front of me. By the time they found his corpse, my disappearance had been forgotten about after months of speculation.”




  “Why me?”




  “Why not?”




  “I’m nothing.”




  “Exactly,” Maris snapped. “Why any of us? Who will miss you, aside from your regiment?”




  Finn recoiled at the cold tone of his voice. How does he know?




  “But how do you know about my family? You died before my birth…”




  “I make it my business to know everything about those around me—a lesson you should learn. We became like this because of carelessness and that is something you can no longer afford.”




  Finn’s mind raced, overwhelmed by everything coming at him at once—his past, his present, his future.




  “Why me?” he asked again.




  “They say timing is everything. You came into my life by getting involved in something out of your realm of understanding. Now, you have eternity to rue your decision.”




  “I served King George III in his army—I don’t regret that.”




  “Noble service, I grant you but one moment later and you’d still be in uniform.”




  * * * *




  Months passed before Maris allowed Finn to walk the streets on his own. Word had come back that his regiment had been ordered southwest of the city to a place along the Brandywine River. No one would remember a deserter, Finn enjoying what limited freedom he’d been given.




  On one of his strolls after Lord Maris’ manservant had finished his day’s work, he passed a house where the melodic song of an angel floated on the summer’s night breeze. Her voice called to him, Finn pausing to listen a little longer. From that night on, he made it a point to take his nightly walks past her house—even in colder weather. His acute hearing—one of Maris’ gifts—still heard the beauty of her voice, something he cherished though he swore never to make his presence known to her in order to keep her safe. I have to make sure Maris doesn’t find out…




  During the holiday season, he walked along Market Street. Ahead of him, a blond-haired young woman hurried along, her arms full of packages. He knew her identity, having seen her exit the home he’d passed every night for months. For some reason, he followed her.




  As she passed an alley, a dark figure pulled her into it, her cries for help silenced. Finn hurried to catch up, needing to find out why she’d suddenly disappeared. A sick feeling stirred inside him, overwhelming dread taking over.




  “No, please…”




  Finn’s steps quickened as he headed to where her faint plea came from. Finding her packages in a pile on the ground, he arrived in time to see a man dragging her deeper into the dark alley. Finn literally flew the length of it, wrenched her attacker off her and killed him, feeding off the man and not caring about the outcome.




  He looked up when he’d drained the man to see the young woman staring at him, terrified.




  “What are you?” she slowly asked.




  Finn remembered one of Maris’ lessons about fogging the mind of their chosen causing the person to totally forget everything involving them. Quickly, he took over her mind, giving her the suggestion then went one step further. He gently held her, pulled her close and bit her taking just enough blood to be a marker if she ever needed help from him again. This marker, from what he’d been told and read in one of his master’s books, would remain in her bloodline for eternity, so in essence, he’d be keeping watch over her direct descendants throughout time.




  Once he had, he moved her away from the dead man and, after gathering her packages, he helped her out to the sidewalk then away from the alley. Taking her to a nearby bench, he brought her out of the haze and waited.




  “What happened? Who are you?”




  “You dropped your packages when a man ran by you. My name is Finian Lord.”




  “Thank you for helping me,” she said.




  “My pleasure, Miss…”




  “Cambria Smythe, Mister Lord.”




  “The pleasure is mine. May I see you home?”




  “I’d appreciate that, thank you.”




  Finn carried her packages while they walked toward her house around the corner from the alley. He saw her to the door but when she invited him inside, he declined citing the proprieties.




  “Will I see you again?” she asked.




  “One day,” he replied as he tipped his hat and left, continuing his walk with thoughts of Cambria on his mind.




  Rounding the corner on his way home, Finn smelled the strong odor of wood burning. Nearing the house, he stopped by a huge tree, frozen in horror. The only home he knew in the Colonies burned, engulfed in hungry flames as the fire fed. Suddenly, a shrill scream filled the air, a sharp pain spearing his heart. Feeling numb, Finn leaned against the tree for support while staring at the horror in front of him.




  Without asking, he knew his master—Edwin Maris—had succumbed to the flames, one of the few ways to kill the undead unless they went to the sun at dawn. He opened his mind to Maris, hearing nothing but silence. As much as he hated Maris at times, he’d never wished for this—a gruesome death for any man living or dead.




  “Where’s the other one—the manservant?” a man called.




  “He’s not here.”




  “Find him—we can’t have their type running around.”




  Ice coursed through Finn’s brain, the shock of what he’d heard overpowering him. He ducked into the shadows and fled. Maris had a secret haven set up in case of emergency, Finn heading straight to it. He hid there until he felt safe then took what he needed, left clues leading to Boston and fled Philadelphia for the Port of Baltimore.




  He’d finally found the one he wanted to be with and now had to leave her thanks to his world turning to ashes. He never looked back, leaving his first home in the Colonies to find a new one—his one regret being Cambria.




  * * * *




  Over the years, Finn carefully made his life in the Port of Baltimore. A beautiful city, it had a lot to offer him between the port’s growth as well as the fledgling nation. Independence from Britain had been declared after a hard-won battle and the others fought with the Indian tribes who’d been uprooted to make way for the foreign newcomers.




  Finn discovered he could live comfortably as long as he made sure no one became wise to the fact he never aged. At one point, he’d tried wearing a powdered wig which worked for a short while though he didn’t like it. He hired his own manservant and, after taking certain precautions, Nigel Littrell became a trusted alliance as Finn considered it. For Finn’s protection, Nigel would safeguard and serve his master, his family forever keeping the Lord dark secret.




  Finn hired another man to watch Cambria Smythe and send him monthly reports about her life. He could not get her out of his mind or heart but knew the danger of returning to Philadelphia to see her. His investigator sent thorough reports and pictures of her, Finn hopelessly in love with his blond-haired songbird.




  As time went on, Finn’s investigator aged as normal men did. He asked Finn what he wished to do about the situation.




  “What do you mean?” Finn asked.




  “I’m getting too old to keep doing this and I don’t want to leave you after you’ve been so generous.”




  “Go on.”




  “If you want to find another…”




  “I don’t,” Finn stated, having already considered what to do in the event this conversation occurred. “I want you to sell me your business, remain on as head of the firm and hire several younger men to work for you while leaving one to work my case exclusively.”




  “So if anything happens…”




  “There will be no interruption in your surveillance of the young lady and your name will continue on. I will make sure Spartan Investigations has a long successful life.”




  “I have one question, sir.”




  “What?”




  “How do you do it? My body gives me aches and lets me know about my advancing years. You don’t age at all.”




  “It’s a curse of my family. We age but don’t show it. We’ve actually been accused of heinous things over the years—ones that only live in legends.”




  “I see.”




  “Anything else, my good man?” Finn asked, while inwardly breathing a sigh of relief.
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